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in a red turbash, the attack ceased as suddenly as it
had begun. Seizing the bamboo mat, M'Whizzle flung
it indignantly aside, and, regardless of the state of
his owii persott, turne'd to the Sikh and began to
scrape away several large pieces of beef-dripping that
were adhering to his whiskers.
" When you have a moment to spare," said the tall
Malay, sarcastically, " will you kindly tell me where
I shall find my horse?"
The expression of ignorance on the face of the great
detective as he turned and faced the intruder was
marvellous in its intensity.
" My good man/' he remarked off-handedly, " you've
evidently mistaken the house. Try next door."
With an impatient wave of his kris, he turned and
resumed his labour at the Sikh's whiskers.
"The horse has been tracked here by my men,"
said the Malay, quietly.    " It was in this room a
moment ago.   I am the Rajah of Tidatau."
M'Whizzle lowered his kris, and turned again.
" I am not in the liabit of keeping horses in my
drawing-room," he said icily, "whatever may be the
custom of the Rajah of Tidatau.   I tell you again, try
next door.    Moreover, try before you drive me to
assert iny official position/'
" It would be awkward for you" sneered the tall
Malay, " if you had to assert your official position at
this moment/'
___** TfU hara^u-all-arrested in a minute," threatened
the Chief of the Secret Police. " Practical joking I
do not mind. But when it comes to flinging beef
dripping about my drawing-room, even my patience